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The bell was ringing again and they went into the mess-
room together. After dinner, the poker players settled to
their game. The chink of beans in their saucer was answered
by the swirl, the rattle, the drop of a roulette ball. Outside
the messroom, Lewis found men walking up and down
in pairs, between the buildings and the barbed wire. The
name of the Lusitania recurred again and again, but some-
times they were silent as they passed, guarding, he thought,
a secret of escape. Sometimes it was of swimming they
spoke, or of the hard tennis courts that the Government
had laid down; often of women, of theatres in London, of
good wine, good food. Jerram, who might be seen each
morning, seated at a desk, preparing himself to become
an actuary, walked under the arc-lights, discoursing in a
raven's voice of the philosophy of mathematics. And the
arc-lights, shedding their glare on the barbed wire and the
silver gravel and the burdock at the water's edge, drawing
an intense blackness out of the little branch-canal that
separated the living-quarters from the great mass of the
ramparts, awakening in the ramparts themselves a harsh
green sliced by metallic shadows, blotted out the sky and
enclosed all life within the compass of a stage whereon
these figures went to and fro continually in a wheeling
pattern of flash and gloom.
Lewis, having taken his fill of the night air, went on to
his dormitory. Here, so early in the evening, he could
generally be alone. To-night Lapham and Shordey and
Willett, seated on trunks round an upturned sugar-box,
were playing a game of their own that they called poor
man's poker. When he was undressed, their game broke
up. They gathered round his bed, on which he had propped
himself—a book across his knees.
"Look here, Alison," Willett said, "I don't want to
interrupt you, but there's something we should like to have
your opinion about. The point is this. Ferrard and Gestable
and I planned an escape together. Bribery was part of it;
it meant money; I've tried to raise my share. Well, Fm a
kind of showman in private life—strong man and so forth
—and I'm poor; I have to send money home; I can't raise

